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had bought them guaranteed virgins. He had said, cls it not
interesting that only in the darkest Africa is a virgin guaran-
teed?5 Yes, the night was coming back. Crazy, inconceivable.
An 'Alice Through the Looking Glass' party.
The light poured in through the windows. He looked
round the room. It was very bare. The walls were white-
washed. The only furniture was the bed on which he lay, a
washstand with an enamel jug and basin, and a chest of
drawers. There was a lioness skin on the floor. The doctor
went in for nothing superfluous in his guest room. But at least
there was no spider.
What he wanted was coffee: strong coffee, and a lot of it.
As he was thinking of it, the door opened and a boy came in
with a tray. Channel, in a blue dressing gown embroidered
with white dragons, followed him. He had a glass in his hand.
'You slept well, I hope,5 he said.
el slept wonderfully.'
'Now here is your medicine,' Channel said. 'Fernet
Branca... nothing like it after...'
'That's what I feel like... after...'
'And coffee. Then we will have breakfast on the terrace.
That is something magnificent: unique. You will see. And
do not dress. What a night! What a party! Certainly I feel
sixty-five today. Yesterday I was sixty-four. Now I am sixty-
five. Time passes, my young friend. One grows old. One
looks back and not forward. Memories...' he said, He kissed
'his hand and flicked it in the air.
This was a strange place.
Channel pointed to the skin on the floor. CI shot her last
year,' he said. el like the skin of a lioness the best. You do not
fall over the mane... Till breakfast.5 He went out.
'And what do you think of zis, Mr. Wilson?' Tink, Mistair
Vilson, was the way he said it. 'Behold the world below you.
JBehold us eating here on a terrace in the centre of this spinning